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THE NEIGHBOORHOOD 
CHARACTER 
By Vivian Rickertt 
Does anyone here know Joe? 
Well, it can't be said you're missing 
very much. Old Joe is the char­
acter and weather prophet of our 
neighborhood. The day after the 
blizzard 4his year he was out 
shoveling walks, and everyone that 
had the misfortune to pass him 
was button-holed and told profus­
ely how he had prophesized the 
storm. As yet I haven't found any­
one who actually heard him pre­
dict it. 
Joe isnt exactly bright and 
therefore he is the object of much 
teasing. I first got to know who he 
was when he started taking the 
same bus I did. He was helping 
two horses dig a basement here in 
Moorhead, and every morning he 
, got on complaining about those 
stubborn horses. From that was 
born the phrase "You have to 
know more than the horses, Joe" 
to which he would merely grunt 
and start telling that he hnew how 
to handle horses. It seems he has 
done everything except fly a 
plane, and he refuses to go up in 
one of those things. 
His clothes are—shall we say 
disreputable? He is always seen in 
an old torn rain coat which comes 
mid-way between his ankles and 
knees. A battered helmet-like hat 
is perched over his ears, and if 
he happens to be working, he car­
ries a bag full of tools over one 
shoulder and a couple of picks and 
shovels over the other. He some­
times looks like a menace to so­
ciety. He shaves at least once every 
two weeks, but I won't vouch for 
how often he cuts his hair. The 
fact that he doesn't waste soap is 
quite obvious. He is a natural 
born woman-hater with the ex­
ception of his blind mother whom 
he takes care of. 
As I have said, he is a weather 
prophet, and so everyone always 
asked him if it were going to rain. 
From his dress I fear he is a per­
petual pessimist. It seems he also 
predicted th flood of last spring 
and had his basement fixed so 
that no water came in. One of the 
near-by schools was not so fort­
unate, and Joe was called to the 
* rescue to build the fire in the 
flooded basement. According to 
him the water was about a foot 
deep and someone made the com­
ment, "I suppose there was water 
in the furnace too." Joe merely 
laughed and said, "That don't bo­
ther me none." 
I hate to admit it, but he was 
dubbed my boy friend. One day as 
several friends and I rode by the 
place he and the two horses were 
Continued on page four. 
ON SEEING A GERMAN BOY AND HIS DOQ KILLED 
BY A LAND MINE 
By Ralph Skogen 
Today I saw a pussy willow, 
The first I've seen in years— 
Each soft white downy little pillow 
Brought memories through my 
fears— 
I saw a boy in overalls 
With fishing pole and dog— 
I saw the days of yesteryears 
I seldom now recall. 
Of swimming holes and friendly 
fights, 
Of run-sheep-run on summer 
nights, 
Of ferris wheels at county fairs 
Of Blind-man's bluff and Hounds 
and Hares. 
I saw again those carefree days 
And then—today came through the 
haze, 
Through acid war and stinking 
fog ;  
I saw a boy, I saw a dog. 
Not like the others—but instead. 
Both this boy and his dog were 
dead, 
And pussy willows o'er them 
bowed 
These two who'd paid a debt not 
owed; 
These who were to the cashier 
tossed 
To help pay for the war's grim cost. 
I shall not sigh that he must die 
For we're at war—this boy and I; 
But this I know—I'll never roam 
Where pussy willows make their 
home 
'Long lone creek beds or marshy 
bogs 
Except that now I see—two boys, 
two dogs 
C H R  I S  S  
By Esther 
I love the word "Christmas." It 
sounds like excited children, fami­
lies gathered together, and carolers. 
It paints images of sleighs, soft 
snow, bravely decorated trees, 
holly and mistletoe. It brings a 
feeling of fellowship, wonderful 
smells from the kitchen, the ex­
changing of gifts, and it brings 
some of our most beautiful stories. 
I love to hear a child's voice 
piping, " 'Twas the Night Before 
Christmas," and most of all, Lionel 
Barrymore's traditional reading of 
Dicken's "Christmas Carol." I love 
the Christmas hymns—the breathy 
sweetness of "Silent Night and 
"Little Town of Bethlehem"; the 
jolly, joking air of "Jingle Bells" 
and "Deck the Halls." Wlhether 
"White Christmas" is crooned by 
Leino "• 
Bing Crosby or sighed by Frank 
Sinatra, I love it. 
The essence of Christmas is found 
in its traditions and customs, 
whether they are universal or just 
family affairs. In the list of loved 
customs, I would include the bustle 
of holiday shopping; the fun of 
sending cards; the ceremony of 
trimming the tree and remember­
ing other Christmases as we hang 
the ornaments; the importance of 
a little sprig of mistletoe; carol­
ing on Chrismas eve with friends; 
walking to church early Christmas 
morning when the stars are bright 
and the snow is blue in the sha­
dows; the reading of the simple but 
inspiring story found in the Bible, 
Luke, Chapter Two, and more than 
anything else, the repeating of the 
wonderful message 
WHiLE WALKING HOME 
By Joyce Coleman 
Autumn. A patch of blue sky be­
tween the trees. The trees them­
selves—tall, strong friends beside 
the walk. They seem forever young 
though they are old. The grass is 
flashy and gay. Strangely the chil­
dren aren't skrieking as they usual­
ly are. They're laughing gayly 
though as their paper planes loop 
and glide. The black Scottie is wad­
dling toward his house. And "wad-
still brilliant; the autumn flowers 
dling" is a good word to describe 
his movement; at least it is in the 
case of Angus. 
Somehow, though I am walking 
through the neighborhood in which 
I grew up, I feel as though I am 
alone, watching the people I have 
known all my life objectively, as 
if they cannot see me. Of course, 
I know they can. Mr. Carlson said 
"Hello" to me. He often goes hunt­
ing in the fall with my dad. 
This feeling I have reminds me 
of something Henry Thoreau said 
in his book, Walden: "A man think­
ing or working is always alone, 
let him be where he will." 
So in my state of mental soli­
tude, I continue walking and won­
dering about the people on my 
block. Are they sincerely happy 
and contented? Why do they live 
on this particular street and why 
do they do the work they do? 
There's Mr. Suthre talking to the 
mailman. I wonder about Mrs. 
Southern. She's about the same age 
as my mother, but she looks about 
twenty years older. Her face al­
ways looks very tired, except for 
her eyes. They're always warm 
and bright. I imagine she receives 
her inner-joy, if that is what we 
strive to achieve, when she sees 
her sons return from several years 
of military service, though one is 
weakened, nearly destroyed, by 
malaria. 
Her tiny granddaughter, Cynthia, 
is a "precious heart" as Grandma 
Taft says. Grandma Taft is a neigh­
borhood institution because she's 
lived here so long. How must it 
feel to have lived through four 
wars, to have had Indians and 
gypsies ransack your home, to 
remember hearing the grown-ups 
say that "Mr. Lincoln was shot?" 
Isn't it a pity that the lives of peo­
ple such as she cannot be written 
fully? Such an interesting history 
book that would be. 
We've had the same mailman for 
as long as I can remember. Still 
I don't know his name nor where 
he lives. He knows me very well 
and all I really know about him is 
that he doesn't like dogs. He sees 
people from a very different angle. 
He's part of everyone's life, bring-
Continued on page four. 
Veteran Johnnie 
Del Brant 
by Maurice Wilson 
Johnnie stood inside the doorway of the drug 
stare on the corner of 45th Street and Bradway. 
The water beat steadily against the door win-
swirling around and around until it made 
Johnnie dizzy watching it. He swore under his 
breath. Rain, Rain, Didn't it ever stop? He had 
had enough of it while in the Pacific. The cold 
steel of a .38 automatic felt warm against the 
palm of his hand. 
He turned his head and glanced at the clock. 
8:30. The kid pulled up his coat collar; a dis­
charge button flashed in the light from the 
corner street lamp. A little girl tried to open 
the door; Johnnie helped her. 
"Thank you," she replied. 
"Don't mention it, kid," laughted Johnnie. 
He pushed open the door, walked out to the 
corner, and looked down 45th street. Not a soul 
in sight. Water squeaked from his shoes as he 
moved down the street. 
The sign over Tony's store flickered in the 
rain. 
>— 
It was empty. 
Gee, a guy's got to make a living somehow. . . 
they learned me to use a gun; so now I'll use 
it 
The smell of spoiled cheese drifted to John­
nie's nose as he opened the door. The palm 
of his hand was wet with sweat as he tighten­
ed his grip on the .38 and pulled his hat down 
to shade his eyes. 
"Hullo, what do you want?" said Tony, a 
fat Italian. 
Johnnie barked, "Money! This is a stick up; 
hand over all that's in the cash register and 
make it snappy." 
"Ya, Ya, sure." exclaimed Tony as beads 
of sweat rolled off his bushy brow. Nervous 
fingers grabbed the bills and change from the 
register and threw them on the counter. 
"O.k dago, lay down behind there." 
Johnnie backed up to the door. "Don't 
get up until I have left, see." 
He glanced up and down the street; lusky 
there wasn't a soul in sight. Johnnie pulled 
his coat more closely and with long easy steps 
began to walk down the street. 
The shrill of a police whistle cut the silence 
of the night. The kid whirled around. Not a 
soul could be seen on the street. What was 
the matter—getting jumpy? Again the whistle 
blew. 
Johnnie swore as he pulled the gun from 
his pocket, turned and looked down the street. 
A figure half way down came slowlly towards 
him; it passed beneath the street light—a cop. 
"I'd better beat it!" exclaimed Johnnie. 
He moved faster, stopped, looked back— 
the figure came closer and closer. Johnnie 
broke into a run. His heart starts beating 
harder; the cop kept coming. Johnnie stopped 
at the corner and leaned against the biulding. 
"I'm getting so tired, so tired." 
The gun was getting heavy; why not let 
City Of Life 
By George Biglow 
I walked 
Alone amid the bustling throng 
Barging their way through Times Square; 
Tourists, native New Yorkers, adopted child­
ren— 
Tourists oohing and aahing at the sights—the 
grandeur of New York. 
Native New Yorkers hurrying home from 
work; some of them hardly aware of this 
great city; others aware, but hating it. 
Adopted children—those who had come to New 
York from all parts of th world and 
adopted it for their own. 
I walked 
Alone; yet I was not alone, nor lonely. 
Millions of others were with me. 
Life surged about me, the subways roared be­
low, 
And above—above, the man-made mountains 
towered high. 
Street cars rattled and clanged on the Ave­
nue; taxi drivers honked their horns; 
policemen blew their whistles; 
Barkers lauded their warees; the latest song hits 
blared from the record shops; theatre 
marques blazed; neon signs glowed. 
Here was life—some of the biggest— some of 
the least—some of the worst—some of 
the best. 
But it was all here—New York, city of life. 
the copper have a few? Maybe that would 
stop him. He lifted the gun and fired, The 
sound echoed through the still night, but the 
cop kept coming. 
"What, isn't he human? This is the atomic 
age, but men still die from bullets!" 
Closer and closer. 
Three more shots, he still kept coming. 
Johnnie started to cry, he threw the gun on 
the sidewalk. 
"What's the matter?" 
The figure came closer. Johnnie backed 
up against the building. It passed another 
street lamp. 
"Why, it isn't a cop!" 
"Johnnie Del Brant," came a voice. 
Johnnie felt sick. 
"Hello, Johnnie, remember me?" 
The light showed a marine dress uniform, 
but the face and voice were like. . . . 
Johnnie was gagging. His knees buckled. 
Then he screamed. 
"No, no, it can't be true, no! no!" 
"Hey," came a voice from around the 
corner, "What's going on here?" 
"I've just seen a ghost!" blubbered John­
nie. 
"You've seen what?" asked the cop swing­
ing his club. 
"Honest, it was my brother Jack, who was 
killed on Iwo Jima." 
"Where is he now? I don't see anthing: 
you must be drunk." 
"He - - he disappeared," stammered John­
nie. 
"Well, you'd better come down to the 
station and have a talk with the chief," or­
dered the officer. 
The 75th street police station was de­
serted except for the chief, who was a jovial 
Irishman. 
"Yes, let's hear it again," replied the 
chief. 
Johnnie repeated the whole story about 
robbing the store and fleeing down the 
street. 
"I see. When was the last time you saw 
your brother?" 
"The last time was when he was home on 
his furlough," answered Johnnie. 
The kid jumped up. "I know! When we 
were kids and I started to get into trouble, 
my brother always stepped in." 
"Yes, he might still be watching over you, 
kid." 
"According to the information that we 
have about you, it seems that you establish­
ed quite an impressive record while in the 
Pacific Theatre," continued the chief. "How 
long have you been discharged?" 
"Six months. Sir," replied Johnnie. 
"Can't find a job or haven't you looked, 
kid?" 
"I tried to, but what's the use?" answered 
Johnnie. 
"Well, kid, you spend thirty days in the 
city jail, and when your time is up, maybe 
you will see things in a different light, for 
you no longer have your brother to help you 
get out of jams," started the chief. "That's all." 
"Hey, Charley, put the kid in cell number 
three." 
Johnnie smiled. The chief was probably 
right. 
The Right To Happiness 
By Ruth Jesness 
The radio has been blaring loudly into 
my inattentive ears. Suddenly the over-ripe 
sincerity of the soap opera announcer's voice 
saying, "You have the right to happiness." 
awakens me from my semi-daze. Somehow it 
makes me think, "Yes, we all have our right 
to happiness, but how many of us actually ob­
tain K?" 
The program, having accomplished the 
purpose of bringing this thought to my mind, 
drones on lonesomely, as I delve deep think­
ing about this somewhat irrelevant title of 
a cheap radio serial. 
Most people believe that the achievement 
of all personal desires is necssary before they 
can can actually say that they are happy. 
They subconsciously set a standard which they 
believe is the ideal for perfect contentment. 
Their lives are spent in the endeavor to reach 
their goal, which is raised with each new suc­
cess. The goal is never actually reached, but 
it is the striving and grasping for it that brings 
the greatest amount of gratification and real 
happiness. 
We all know the martyr type of person 
who says, "I wish that I had time to read, but I 
have so much to do. It's work, work, work, all 
the time," or "Of course I wouldn't complain, 
but I wish that I had more money sp that I 
could have nice things, but - - - ." I know a 
woman of this type who was an excellent 
housekeeper, a willing although complaining 
worker in all charitable projects and one 
who has a strong Christian character. Her one 
fault was that she was a perpetual whiner. 
Each day she wished for time to read and 
embroider. She longed for the day when she 
could "just sit on the front porch and relax 
in the cool breeze. 
On a warm afternoon her daughters de­
cided that it was the time to give their 
mother her chance to relax." They donned 
their aprons and sent the unwilling mother to 
the porch, where she was instructed to do 
just exactly what she pleased. After sitting 
disc;ntentedly for less than an hour she 
walked determinedly to the kitchen and 
pushed her rather baffled daughters aside. 
In response to their protests she said, "I've 
had enough relaxing. I'll do my relaxing 
after I'm dead." 
She had always really been a contented 
woman and remained so in the belief that 
she was making sacrifices for others. Nearly 
all of us are like her to some extent. We gain 
prestige in the belief that we are indis-
pensible to someone or that a sacrifice made 
by us is really helping someone else. I think 
that my friend, whether or not she realized it, 
had the key to happiness, although she missed it. 
Quite the opposite of this old mother is a 
gril of my acquaintance. She too is seeking hap­
piness, but in such a different way. She is de­
termined to get what she thinks is her right to 
happiness with no scruples as to how she will 
attain it or whom she will hurt in the process. 
Her only joy will be climbing—climbing up the 
social ladder, but at the same time she will be 
sinking —away from friends and individualism. 
Another type of person seeks his in believing 
that "I am the greatest guy in th world," and 
will speak for hours on the endless subject of his 
own merits. It seems that he is contented in 
Snow 
By Rhoda Rehder 
What is it? How does it become so? 
Wee, dainty feathers sifting from a sullen sky; 
Whipped, lashed, and herded into billowy 
banks; 
Flakes lose their gorgeous identity and be­
come a mass of white drift. 
Wet, weighty snow, which when driven by 
cold blasts 
Cuts the skin and bites the nose 
Swirls of it spiral heavenward when caught 
by wisps of wind 
Sweeping down the slanted roof of a house. 
Have you watched these things as I have? 
These and many others? 
The clear, unmistakable imprint upon new-
fallen snow of pink-padded rabbit's feet, 
perhaps in a garden, now cold and life­
less, but still a cherished haunt; 
Or the sound of sleighbells and laughter on 
a night as clear as a pool in June; 
The tingling that goes clear down to your 
toes 
As you start a brisk winter-morning walk; 
It is cold, and the air is still; 
The sun on the snow glares too brilliantly— 
But you like it. 
this self-absorption, although to me it seems 
that he is compensationg for something he has 
missed. 
Trying to hold happiness is like trying to 
hold quicksilver in your hands. Every day life 
problems change with a threat to one's own 
happiness. Yet with a closeness to God and Na­
ture, a contentment of spirit can be reached 
which will not waver even in the most difficult 
circumstances. This contentment can not be at­
tained by one act, the realization of one fond 
ambition, nor can it be crammed into any short 
space of time. It is gained slowly and uncertainly 
by contact with people, adjustment of oneself to 
his own environment, care of self, and most 
important the belief in God. 
From Beyond The Grave 
by Stirling B. Hubbard 
It is true that I am dead, I who was young 
and in the prime of life. But you sitting there 
in your comfortable chair, you talking in grand 
phrases of the victory that has been won, do 
you really understand why I died? 
Look back at the world before the war. Did 
you like it? It was full of hate, strife, greed, 
jealousy and an ungodly lust for power. Is that 
the kind of world in which you want to live? 
Is it the kind of world you want for your child­
ren? No. You say you desire a world of peace, 
a world in which all men are free and can live 
their own lives in a healthy, happy way. I 
wanted that kind of world too. All of us did, 
some so much so that we gave our lives to aid 
in its attainment 
We joined the fight to banish tyranny and 
injustice, not to transfer it to another power and 
not for a period of time, but fr eternity. We 
fought and died for the principles and way of 
life that Christ lived and taught nearly two 
thousand years ago, because we believed that 
they were the only way in which this new and 
better life could be attained and sustained. 
These principles were in the Four Freedoms: 
Freedom from fear, Freedom from want, Free­
dom of speech and, the greatest of all, Freedom 
of religion. 
Our sacrifice cannot—it must not be in 
vain. You who live must see to that. You must 
be firm that others who seek to destroy our 
rights may not rise in the places cf those just 
vanquished. You must keep faith with those of 
us who died, with those who now live and with 
the countless generations yet unborn. Maybe 
I could have been a great musician, an artist 
or a doctor, but what good would that have 
done in a world of tyranny? No, my friend, I 
have don my part. The rest is up to you. 
~~ -
Long ago a man who must have really 
known his aim in life wrote a prayer that con­
tains what I think is a perfect pattern for living. 
Give me a good digestion, Lord, 
And something to digest. 
Give me a healthy body, Lord, 
To keep the good and pure in sight, 
That seeing sin is not appalled 
But finds a way to set it right 
Give me a mind that is not biased, 
That dees not whimper, whine or sigh. 
Don't let me worry overmuch 
About the fussy thing called I. 
Give me a sense of humor, Lord, 
Give me grace to see a joke, 
And get some happiness from life 
To pass on to other folk." 
I can imagine that the man who could pray 
for such simple, yet beautiful things in life had 
already found his right to happiness. 
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V I S I O N  
by Eloise Rutkowski 
And all I saw from where I stood 
Were three lone mountains and a wood. 
I listened; there was not a sound to hear, 
Only the inevitable night kept drawing near. 
Then all was blurred and there seemed to be 
A strange procession passing me. 
and this is what I saw: 
There were men and women from a foreign land 
Who came to make their homes anew, 
And they were strong of body and mind 
And their hearts well filled with undaunted courage. 
For across the sea—They were not free 
So they put their boats to the great water for America, 
Where they could live as they believed. 
They weathered famine, disease and storm , 
And discomfort and failure could not fire them. 
For within themselves they knew they were victors 
And this victory would be given unto their children and their child­
ren's children. 
And they were called pilgrims! 
And the years became the past. 
I saw the spirit of these people rise in their posterity— 
For again they found need to widen the scope of freedom. 
And again they rose against the oppressor 
With arms that were meager and courage that was great. 
And these people were called the "colonists." 
And their new nation was called the United States of America. 
It was the land of the free and the home of the brave— 
Where dll men are created free and equal 
With certain inalienable rights of life, liberty and the pursuit of hap­
piness 
And here was a government of the people, by the people and for the 
people 
With liberty and justice for all. 
And the years became the past. * 
I saw the people ever more onward to the new lands of the west, 
And they built gigantic structures which stood as monuments to 
their greatness. 
Then I saw a union divided against itself 
To decide the fate of an undertrodden race, 
And freedom again excelled to new greatness under the guidance of 
a man who sought to dedicate our living so that those who died 
should not have died in vain. 
And he was called Abraham Lincoln. 
And the years became the past. 
I saw man invade the dominion of the birds. 
I saw man become the master of the seas. 
I saw freedom again rise to meet the challenge of oppression 
And human blood flowed profusely for the cause. 
And there was victory for the generation 
But this victory was not to be their children's heritage, 
For they had failed! 
And greed, love of power, and disregard for the future 
Dominated the soul of man; For this war was not the war to end all 
wars— 
But the war to seed the bitter hate of a struggle more horrible than 
that which had ever been known. 
For in this short span of time the mind of man had not been idle. 
It had perfected the weapons of misery, in all their horrible reality, 
And there was distruction, debris and death 
And the blood of man flowed freely. 
Then—all was silent—and there were four great victors to symbolize 
the future; 
And I saw peace, freedom and justice polluted with jealousy, mistrust 
and aggression, 
And then there seemed to be—I tried—I vainly tried to see-
But just as it had come—It had gone. 
And once again from where I stood 
Were three lone mountains and a wood. 
PHILOSOPHY OF LIFE 
By Joyce Coleman 
I see a hill, 
But I shall not as he did 
Call it the Hill Difficulty 
Rather it shall be named 
The Work, 
And I shall climb it. 
There are slopes and little valleys; 
There are steep places; 
For it is not a constant curve 
But a variable one. 
There will be times when I climb 
easily 
And times when I must strive to 
reach the next rest. 
And what shall be my reward? 
When I have climbed to the sum­
mit 
I shall step off into the mist 
And there with the innumerables 
I shall wait while others work. 
And when the task is complete 
There will be great light. 
While Walking Home 
Continued from page one. 
ing joy and sorrow. Does he en­
joy his work? Trudging through 
snow, sloshing through rain, per­
spiring through August heat? Per­
haps he has always had a dream 
of doing office work. 
It's strange how seldom peo­
ple do the kind of work they most 
desire. Raymond Essen in his es­
say "Less Money and More Life" 
says that a satisfactory- occupation 
and a physically favorable environ­
ment are essential to good health. 
How many of us are healthy, judg­
ing by these critentions? I wonder 
if Mrs. Suthre dreams of living on 
a ranch in the mountains of Mon­
tana rather than In a small city 
on the Great Plains. Perhaps the 
mailman would like to be in New 
York from whence come many of 
the "% Postmaster" letters he car­
ries every day. 
Now I'd like to have you meet 
another pillar of our neighborhood 
society. He is the man who runs 
the grocery store. He-seems to be 
the pivot of all that goes on around 
us. We see him every day; we've 
known him all our lives. His father 
used to tell us stories as we sat 
on the front steps of the store. 
But what about Earl's own atti­
tude toward life? From early mor­
ning till late evening, he's in his 
store. He does the work three men 
should do. Still he has time to be 
curiously friendly and inquisitive 
about each one of his customers. 
The Honey Bee's 
Courtship 
By Romona Bohlin 
I lay down in the orchard 
Under an apple tree, 
Listening to the courtship 
Of a' honeybee. 
Softly he told her the story 
That countless lovers have told, 
A sweet and wonderful story, 
New, though ages old. 
But the vain and haughty fairy 
Disdainfully tossed her head 
And said, "How can a fairy 
With a clumsy old honey-bee wed?" 
The honey bee's heart was broken 
But e'er he flew away 
These last sad words of warning 
I heard him softly say. 
"You may live on rose's nectar 
Its petals are now your bed, 
But what will you do in the winter 
When the flowers lie withered and 
dead?" 
But the proud and thoughtless fairy 
Only turned up her silly nose 
For though the cold days threatened 
She preferred her home in the rose. 
So dreaming in the sunshine 
Heedless of passing hours 
She now lies neath the snowdrifts. 
Among the garden flowers. 
Character 
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working, I nodded in that general 
direction and said, "There's my 
boy friend." I was politely asked, 
"Which one of the horses?" 
The basement has been finished 
by now and with Joe no longer 
there the bus rides have again be­
come dull. Come to think of it, 
maybe you are missing something 
if you don't know Joe. 
He sees very little of the out-of-
doors world, of religion, or of 
school. His entire life is consumed 
in his work. And what about re­
ligion? His wife and sons go to 
church every week, but Earl has 
no personal contact with the church 
at all. His store is open Sunday 
morning. Once or twice every fall 
Earl takes his young sons hunt­
ing pheasants and ducks. Is he at­
tempting to "put back into his life 
with a medicine dropper various 
elements which he has forgotten in 
the cooking?" 
What conclusions can I draw 
from my observations of these peo­
ple? Will I be able to carefully 
plan my life, leaping over some of 
the snags that seem to have caught 
them? Or shall I say as Robert 
Frost in his poem "Birches," "I'd 
like to get away from earth awhile 
and then come back to it and be­
gin over." 
Maybe some day, I shall be able 
to say with as much sincerity as 
does Thoreau, "I trust that nothing 
can make life a burden to me." 
